RALEGH,  BARNES and LODGE
Hereat the hardest stones were seen to bleed,
And groans of buried ghosts the heavens did pierce;
Where Homer's spright did tremble all for grief,
And curst th' access of that celestial thief.
SIR W. RALEGH
From Parthenophil and Parthenophe, 1593
XCIII
Begs Love, which whilom was a deity ?
I list no such proud beggars at my gate.
For alms, he 'mongst cold Arctic folk doth wait,
And sunburnt Moors in contrariety,
Yet sweats nor freezes more.    Then is it piety
To be remorseful at his bare .estate ?
His reach, he racketh at a higher rate.
He joins with proudest in society.
His eyes are blind forsooth;  and men must pity
A naked poor boy, which doth no man harm.
He is not blind, such beggar boys be witty,
For he marks, hits and wounds hearts with his arm;
Nor coldest North can stop his naked race,
For where he comes, he warmeth every place.
BARNABE BARNES
From Phillis, 1593
I
O, pleasing thoughts, apprentices of love,
Fore-nmners of desire, sweet mithridates
The poison of my sorrows to remove,
With whom my hopes and fear full oft debates;
Enrich yourselves and me by your self riches,
Which are the thoughts you spend on heaven-bred beauty,
Rouse you my muse beyond our poets' pitches,
And working wonders, yet say all is duty 5
Use you no eaglets5 eyes, nor phoenix' feathers,
To tower the heaven from whence heaven's wonder sallies.
For why ?   Your sun sings sweetly to her weathers,
Making a spring of winter in the valleys.
Show to the world, though poor and scant my skill is,
How sweet thoughts be, that are but thought on Phillis.
T. LODGE
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